34 The Second Part of, SE, 


Welcome to Ifrae/ and to David's Brealt ! 
Here all your Touls, here all vour Sunrings Rett. 


This ycar did Ziloah Rule feruſaler:. 
And boldly all Scdirion's $ yroes ftem, 
How ere incumbred with a viler Pair 
Than Ziph or Shimei to aſlift the Chair ; 
Yet Ziloahs loyal Labours fo prevaild 
That Faction at the next Election faikd, 
VVhenev'n the common Cry did Juſtice Sound, 
And Merrit by the Multitude was Crownd : 
VVith David then was Iſraets Peace reftor'd, 
Crowds Mournd their Errour and Obey'd their Lord, 
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| COWSER 


« THE 
' SECOND 
A 


BULL-DOG., 


Or 2 ſhort Reply to ABSALOMN and ACHITOPHEL. 


For ſawcy Satyr and for Sham-Plots hang'd, 
A Learned Bard, that long commanded had 
The trembling Stage in Chief, at laſt run mad, 
And Swore and tore and ranted at' no rate. 
Apollo and his Mmwſes in debate * 
What to do witn him, one cry'd, let him Blood, 
That ſays, another will do little good z 
His Brains infected ſure, under his Noſe '' + © 
We'le burn ſome Feathers of Pers, 'who knows 
Bur that may bting him to himſelf again? 
Ay, for ſome time ſays Clo; ſhe was more © + 
For Opiates, others for Hellebore. | 
Apolls having heard all they could ſay, 
Roſe up and thankt them ſaid, he*de try a way ' 
He hop'd would do, then call'd a Noble Friend 
Well verſt in Men, and beg'd of him to ſpend 
Some time and pains upon this wretch, which he, - 
Agreeing to, went preſently to work, 
Oper'd his head, ſaw where the Maggots lurk ; 
Took many of them out, put them in Sur, 
Then Added Mercary and Nitre to't, 
Mixt and infus'd them well, and after all, 
Diſtil'd them in a Limbeck Comical, 
And drew a Spirit very Soveraigh,: | 
For thoſe are troubled with the fitts o'th Brain, 
And gave our Poet ſome, all he could make 
The peeviſh, Squeamiſh, ſelf-wil'd Coxcomb takes - 
It did him good and cur'd him of thoſe Fitts : 
Bur 'twas too little to reſtore his Wits: 
For fince he has gin ore to Plague the Stage 
With the effects of his Poetick rage; 
Like a mad Dog he runs about the Streets, 
Snarling and Biting every one he meets. 
The other day he met our Royal CHARLES, _ 
And his two Milſtreſſes, and at them Snarles, 
Then falls upon the Miniſters of State 
Treats them all A-la- mode de Billing 5g ate : 


| pious times when Poets were well bang'd 


But 


But- moſt of all, the glory of our gown; 
He muſt be bark't at, Drivil'd, piſt upon. 
He whoſe ſoft rongue had charmes enough t' allwage 
The Tygers fierceneſs, could not ſcape the rage 
Of this ſame whifling Cur ; poor Cerberous, 
That taught the Rogue to bark, 'was ſery'd juit thus, 
This Vipcrs brood, contrary to all Laws, 
The torn out Entrails of his Parent knaws. 
He gives no quarter, ſpairs no friend, nor foe, 
And where he once gets hold, never lets go 
Until he breaks a tooth, which he hath done 
$o oft of late, that he hath few or none 
Left in his mouth. Nay which is worſt of all 
On his Phyſician he does always fall, © 
And find him out-where e're he is and bawl 
Eternally, raking itt Evil part 
What he good man} did by the rules of art, 
And for his good, afliſted by a Ser 
Of the moſt able Leeches he could get; 
Apclls vext to (ce there was no more ' 
Etfe@ of Medicine, bid his friend give ore, 
And ſent ſome Chirurgions to him to anoint 
The Carcaſe of the whelp in every Joynt 
With Oyl of Crab-tree, than which nothing fetches 
The itching Venome out of Scribling Wretches 
Better or ſooner, but I know not how 
It came to paſs, with him it would not do. 
For ſince his being anointed , he is run 
Hor pow. with Towſer up and down the Tomn,C 
And crying out againſt an Abſalon 
And an Achitophel, The Currg had gor - 
Between them in their Mouthes a new: Sham-Plot, 
The Twentieth of the Kings, ſome tay indeed 
It is the ſame that Mother Ceber hid, + 
Deep in the Meal-tub, only new lick't o're - + 
And brought to better ſhape by half a ſcore. 
Of Iriſb Mongrels, newly ferchrfrom thence, 
The beſt in England at an Evidence, | 
A little bribe will make them ſware devourtly, 
They 're much more famous for. their {wearing ſtoutly, 
- Then for their fighting ſo, this kind of Cartel 
Are better far at Roguery than'Batrel, 
An Iriſh man's Antiwood-cock, cares 
To venture nothing, but his head Ears, 
This Copper coyn wilt never with us paſs, 
Ic looks fo ſcurvily, nay it ſmells of Braſs; 
How could you think this would be currant here, 
That is not ſo at home? 'Tis cry'd down there : 
What then ſhall we do now; faith-you had beit - 
Try Scotland next, now it hath: paſt the Teſt :: 
Come hither my Dog Towſer, come, fort 
A new Experiment intend to try, e$1i17 3 
Ile have thee worm'd, hold out thy VenonfY Tongue, 
W hat a huge Worm is here ? 'Tis an inch Long, 
And of the Jebuſire ſmells very ſtro E971 
If this won't do thou ſhalt be fairly ng; 
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TOWZER DISCOVER: 


New.. Ballade £2 
ON AN - 


OLD DOG 


That Writes Strange-Lee, 


— — 


To the Tune of Oh how unhappy 4 Lover am I. 
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Scratching their Tails and biting their Naily”' "6 = 


or naſe that Tm in Town oli wivud wi 


* F Eo ” © 
At Towzer they daily do bark; o14 vr ni nit nigo 
A Towzer, a Towzer they cry; ADELE. A cr 3s 
Te omaand Pens vent ly fs Lad 
I hardly know where to lie; | my tun well] 


Poor Towzer they maul with Epps, 
And threaten him in every Street : THT 
Let me die like a Dog if I know where to 
For I fear even all that [ meet. 
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I dare not walk out "UP 
They ſer on the Ob or : : © RECIPE 
If Iwalkint Yn ng or 
But the Papilts and my Creator. 's ff 
The Papiſts will do me no harm, 

My Creator will do me no good, SW OD EE Wer 40 
{m a Son of a Bitch if T have.not an Tech | EINE *e 
To lick up the Ga | SS | EE, 


That will make a Popiſh Cur fat;” 

And Towzer is ſuch an one. 

Oh the Times will be ETHAY wall thy Belly doth ſwell, 

With picking a Proteſtant The 


